
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Vol. XIX 
No. VI 
A Magazine of Verse 




MARCH 1922 



MEDLEY OF POEMS 



MOON-RIDERS 



WHAT have I saved out of a morning? 
The earliest of the morning came with moon-mist 
And the travel of a moon-spilt purple: 
Bars, horse-shoes, Texas long-horns, 
Linked in night silver, 
Linked under leaves in moonlit silver, 
Linked in rags and patches 
Out of the ice-houses of the morning moon. 
Yes, this was the earliest — 
Before the cowpunchers on the eastern rims 
Began riding into the sun, 
Riding the roan mustangs of morning, 
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Roping the mavericks after the latest stars. 
What have I saved out of a morning? 
Was there a child face I saw once 
Smiling up a stairway of the morning moon ? 

ii 

"It is time for work," said a man in the morning. 
He opened the faces of the clocks, saw their works, 
Saw the wheels oiled and fitted, running smooth. 
"It is time to begin a day's work," he said again, 
Watching a bullfinch hop on the rain-worn boards 
Of a beaten fence counting its bitter winters. 
The clinging feet of the bullfinch and the flash 
Of its flying feathers as it flipped away 
Took his eyes away from the clocks — his flying eyes. 
He walked over, stood in front of the clocks again, 
And said, "I'm sorry; I apologize forty ways." 

in 

The morning paper lay bundled, 

Like a spear in a museum, 

Across the broken sleeping-room 

Of a moon-sheet spider. 

The spinning work of the morning spider's feet 

Left orr* where the morning paper's pages lay 

In the shine of the web in the summer-dew grass. 

The man opened the morning paper: saw the first page, 
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The back page, the inside pages, the editorials; 

Saw the world go by, eating, stealing, fighting; 

Saw the headlines, date-lines, funnies, ads, 

The marching movies of the workmen going to work, the 

workmen striking, 
The workmen asking jobs — five million pairs of eyes look 

for a boss and say, "Take me"; 
People eating with too much to eat, people eating with 

nothing in sight to eat tomorrow, eating as though 

eating belongs where people belong. 

" Hustle, you hustlers, while the hustling's good," 
Said the man, turning the morning paper's pages, 
Turning among headlines, date-lines, funnies, ads. 
"Hustlers carrying the banner," said the man, 
Dropping the paper and beginning to hunt the city; 
Hunting the alleys, boulevards, back-door by-ways; 
Hunting till he found a blind horse dying alone, 
Telling the horse, "Two legs or four legs — it's all the same 
with a work plug." 

A hayfield mist of evening saw him 
Watching the moon-riders lose the moon 
For new shooting-stars. He asked, 
"Christ, what have I saved out of a morning?" 
He called up a stairway of the morning moon 
And he remembered a child face smiling up that same 
stairway. 
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